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Tis a funny thing about 
shadows, for there can 

be none unless there is 
also light. As I sit here 
and look out across the 
horizon, the sun is shining 
down on the waters. My 
mind has wandered back 

to another time when the 
sun was shining and 
nothing was amiss. No 
one could have known 
then, the shadow which 
would overcome me and 
become part of my life. 


I remember the day when 

we were preparing to 

leave Delucia and go to 
Skara Brae for a supply 
run. It would turn out 

to be a much longer 
journey than anyone could 
forsee. 

I remember my mother 

then. She was reserved 

and quiet, yet hardly shy. 
Her hair was a shining 
blonde and she had dark, 
gentle eyes, like those of 
a fawn. She had married 

my father years earlier 
for love alone. Every time 
they looked at each 

other, that shone brighter 
than the sun itself. My 
father was more the 
outgoing and friendly type. 
Everyone seemed to like 


him for he was always 
ready to tell a good tale 
or just sit and listen to 
that of another. He had 

a way of reading people 
and knowing their needs. 
I suppose that is why he 
did such a good business 
in Delucia. 

People had to travel 
quite a distance to get 
to our shop, for they 
could not use moongates 
or recalling. There were 
only a few ways in, and 
none were easy. My older 
sister, Luana, or Lu for 
short, was just beginning 
to clear the beasts from 
one of those passages by 
using a katana or a bow. 
She wasn't very good and 
I would tease her. After 
all, she is my sister, 
not my brother. 

In all truth, my sister 
and I have always been 
very different. Where she 
was one to adventure and 
explore, I always would 
stay home and help with 
the washing and mending. 
My greatest fun then 

was when I could hide 
from her though. She 
would come looking for 

me and never could seem 
to find me, especially 
when one of her dresses 
mysteriously went 
missing. It also seemed 
to turn up a few days 
later, back where it had 
been, clean and ready for 
her to wear again. On 
that day though, 
everything was clean and 
packed. This was the 
first time Lu was being 


left at home to watch 
over things while I still 
had to go with Mother 

and Father on the ship. 

I was too young to stay 
behind unsupervised by 
adults. But I was glad to 
go and help anyways. 

I loved to help Mother 
choosing cloth and special 
items for the store, so 
this was exciting to me. 


We boarded the ship and 
were on our way....until 
there was a dreadful, 
awful scream. We had 
gone too far to turn 
back, yet we didn't know 
what laid ahead. This was 
followed by a complete 
and utter silence. I did 
the one thing I knew I 
could do well. I ran 
behind some empty barrels 
on the boat and hid 
inside one. You may call 
me a coward, but 
remember, I was only a 
girl, a child with no other 
means to protect herself. 
I then heard the fateful 
words of a man, a mage 

of some kind, “Corp Por!” 
There was a scramble of 
feet and the sound of 
swords clashing. I would 
not have peeked out of 
that barrel for anything! 


A short time later, I was 
choking, and there was 
smoke all around. 
Terrified, I could not 
move, even had I wanted 
to. I tried to hold back 
the scorching coughs 
coming through my throat. 
It felt as if my lungs 


were burning within me. 


I must have passed out 
then because the next 
thing I remember was a 
loud *THUMP” as the boat 
came to rest against a 
sandy shore. The waves 
were lapping against the 
land and the boat. It had 
only been half-burned in 
the fire. I was no longer 
within the barrel. My 
hands were tied with a 
thick rope. My ankles 

were also bound. My 

body was so very stiff, 

to just move may make 

a creaking noise. I looked 
around as much I could, 
but there was debris in 

my way. The ropes chafed 
against my skin. Soon, 

I heard the heavy foot 
falls of boots against the 
deck. My heartbeat 

jumped and pounded with 
fear. I could hear the 
groans of men as they 

were being handled roughly 
by others. I looked in 
that direction. In just 
that single look, it seems 
all I had ever known was 
now gone. A board which 
had blocked my view 

before had been moved 
away. I witnessed the 

face of my father, 
bloodied and beaten. There 
were welts all over his 
body. His fine clothes 
had been torn during the 
assault. I did not 
understand. What had we 
done to cause these men 

to do such things? My 
father's eyes were still 
open in death. My own 


eyes clouded with tears. 
Surely, someone would 
find a healer! Surely he 
could be brought back! 

In my early grief I must 
have made a sound 

because the man in the 
boots turned just then. 
He was very tall and 
muscular. He had a small 
scar near one eye, but 
otherwise, his face was 
completely human. He 
stared at me a while, but 
said nothing and went 
back to the others who I 
could now see were also 
bound by ropes. Some 

had even been tied to 

the mast of the boat. 


It was then I heard the 
weeping of women. My 
mother and I were not 

the only female 
passengers. I looked in 
the direction of the 
women. It was my mother 
who was weeping hard 
tears. This seemed to 
enrage the man with the 
scar. He went towards 
her, pulled her to her 
feet and drug her away 
into the jungle area 
nearby. I could no longer 
see what happened, but 
what I could hear was 
horrible enough. I heard 
my mother crying and 

then screaming out in 
terror. I was only a child 
and heard things no adult 
would wish ever hear, and 
would hardly speak of 
afterwards. The men 

from the ship were 
enraged, but just could 
not break the bonds 


holding them. The only one 
who did succeed was slain 
by a cutlass in moments. 
He did not even get near 
the area where she was 
being defiled. I don't know 
how long the assault upon 
my dear mother lasted. 

I was much in a daze. 

Our other captors hacked 
and slashed at the corpse 
of my father. Of course, 
I could not bear to 
watch. Surely, someone 
would come and put 

things right again! Maybe 
I could even awaken to 
learn this to bea 
terrible nightmare. Yet, 
even while I write this, 
with fresh, yet unshed 
tears, I know that only 
reality could be so 
horrible. 


The man came out, with 
his shirt torn. There was 
blood on his right hand. 
He and his men brought 
myself and the other 
females onto the land. 
Then they pushed the 
remains of the boat back 
out into deep water, with 
the sailors still tied to 
the mast. Our captors 
would provide water to 
us, but no food. One 
seemed to take delight in 
putting his cutlass 
beneathe our throats, and 
make the slicing motion, 
sometimes leaving a bloody 
mark, but not deep 

enough to do any real 
damage. The scars he 
left were upon my heart 
and soul, much more than 
my body. The mage 


returned to ravage my 
mother once more. When 
she had about surrendered 
to her plight though, she 
asked him in a small 
voice. "Please sir, end 
this for me. No matter 
what you do to me, 

please spare my 
daughter.” Days passed 
by, and then they killed 
us. For some reason, my 
body was allowed to 
remain intact and my 
ghost to escape. I 
wandered the land this 
way until I came near 
Trinsic. Sir Geoffrey 
himself got me toa 
skilled healer to be 
resurrected. I am 
dishonored now, from the 
loss of my innocence, 
which has been taken 

from me. I learned that 
day what true courage is, 
to face the shadows, no 
matter how horrific, 

and remain true to 
oneself and loved ones. I 
also know that wherever I 
see shadows, there must 
be a light shining 
somewhere. 


